

The Life and'DcMh 

I>ar ft with thy frozen ad ffioniiipn 
‘ Make pale oqr cheekej chafing the Royall blood 
W ith fury, fromhis native refidence ? 

Now by my Seates right Roy all Maiefty, 

Wert thou not brpthec to great Sdwardj fonne, 

This tongue ^hatjcl>nhesf;foto,hndly in thy head, 

-Should runnerthy.head fromjt%:nnr€y€fent flioul4cr-s. ; 

Ga/t> Oh fpare ate not, itiy brother , Edwards fonne,' , 
For that I was his father Edwards fonne i' 

That blood already (like the Pellicanj> 

Thou haft ;apjt out,anddrunkenly carowstl • . . 

My brother g/<<5i??r,plalne Jyell meanjpg-ibhl^, 
(Whom fairc befall in heaven 'mongft happy foules): • 
May be a prefident,and witnefie good, 

That thou relpe«ft’tt not Ipiliing Edwards blood : 

Toync with the pr^lent fickenefle that I haue. 

And thy unkindnefle be like crooked age, 

T o crop at once a too-Iong wither’d floWxe« 

Live in thy lhame, but dye not fliame witluhcc, 

Thefc words hereafter, thy tormentors be. 

Convey me tomy bcd,thcn to my grave. 

Love they t,o> live, that love and honour have* Lxiti 

Kkh, And let them dye, that age and fullens have. 

For both haft thou, and both become the grave* 

Tor. Idoe befeech your Maiefty impute biswords 
To wayward ficklineffe, and age in him ; 

He loues you on my life, and holds you dcarc 
As Harry Duke of Hereford^weic he here.. 

^/V/5>.Right,you fay true • as Herefords lo\e,{o hiaj 
As theirSjfo mine ; and all be as it is. 

Euter N'erthufsihrlavd. 

Nor. My Uege, ohLGaunt commends him to yoBi 
?; Maiefty* 

Rsck.What layes he ? 

ATor. Nay nothing,aIl isfayd: 
rFlis tongue is now a ftringleife infirument. 
}Vords,life,and all, old Laneafin hath fpenc* 
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of Ricliard the fecoitd. 

Tor.2e Yorkc the next,that muft be bankrupt fo* 
Though deathbe poore, it ends a mortall wo. 

it/fl’.Theripeft Iruit firft fels, and fo doth he. 

His time isfpent, our pilgrimage ,^uft be; 

So much for that* Now for our lrilh warres. 

We muft fupplant thofc rough ru_g4ieaded K€mes, 
Which live like venom, where no venora clfe 
But onely they have ptivelledge to live* 

And for thefe great affaires do aske fonae ;chargc 
Towards our atfiftance , we doe, (eize.to us 
The plate,coyne,andrevcnnewsj- and moycablcs. 
Whereof our Vncle9<««»r didiftand pofieft. 

Tor, How long fitall I be patient ? Oh, bow long 
Shall tender duty make me fuffer wrong ?, 

Not death, rwr H«¥/«r</rbaniflrmenf, ni , 

Nor rebukes, nor Bnglands private wrongs. 

Nor the prevention of poore Bulltnghookf» 

About his marriage, nor my ownedilgrace 
Have ever made me fowre my patient cheeke. 

Or bend one wrinkle on rny foveraigne s face ; 

I am the la ft of noble Edwards Ibnncs, 

Of whom thy father Prince of Wales was firft ; 

In warres was never Lyon rag’d more fierce ; 

In peace, was never gentle Lambe more mild. 

Then was that young and Princely Gentleman; 

His face thou haft,tor even folook’d he 
Accomplifh’d with the number of thy bowers : 

But when he frown’d, it was againft the French, 

And not againft his iriends : his noble hand 
Did win what he did /pend ; and fpent not that 
Which his iriumphant fathers hand had won* 

His bands were guilty of no kindreds blood. 

But bloody with the enemies of his kinne ; 

Oh Rsehard, Torino is too farre gone with grie% 
Oreife henever would compare betweene* 

A'lpf . Why Vnde, 
hat's the matter ? 

Tor, Oh my Liege, pardon me if you pleafe, if not 
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